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But Stephens brought her in, and she made a perfect
three-point. . . .

Stephens and Wilde went back for more. And then
for more.

Meanwhile, other Wau men were performing miracles.

Two miners flew a fifteen-year-old Gypsy Moth off the
airfield- The little machine had been out of commission
for over a year, and was highly dangerous. They flew
it 800 miles to Queensland, without maps or instruments.
The flight took them two weeks. Twelve times they made
forced landings on the way.

A big Lockheed was flown off, loaded with women and
children, in the height of a Japanese bombing and machine-
gunning attack. It was chased in the air, but got away.

Stephens carried on. After several trips, the airport
authorities at Port Moresby found time to look at his
Gajinet. And the howl that went up from them might
have been heard down at Sydney !

The machine was condemned as unairworthy. Of
course, Stephens knew that. No pilot would have taken
up that machine time after time, without maintenance
work, if the need had not been so grave.

Doctors and others pleaded with him to give up the
run. He was now obviously very ill. He fainted on
every trip, and sometimes between journeys. No damaged
heart would stand such continued strain.

Stephens grinned, and pulled at his everlasting cigarette,
He listened to the advice, and only once did he offer any
sort of answer.

" There's still some women and kids over there waiting
for the Lyb soldiers to arrive/' he said,

When they told him his aircraft was unfit to use again,

he did not argue.   He was, in fact, a man of silent habits.

He mooched around the airfield, and found there the